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APRIL. 


THE DAISY. 

(Beilis perennis.') 

Syngenesia superflua. N. O. Compositse 

We will now speak of Burns’ “ wee modest crim- 
son tipped flower.” It is a compound flower like 
the corn marigold, chamomile, and many other's 
having a variety of tubes in the centre or disc! 
each containing stamens and pistils, whilst those' 
of the ray or white florets contain a pistil only. 

The Daisy is a flower associated with all the 
sports of childhood and the delights of innocence ; 
and no less dear to us in after years for the many 
delightful associations it recalls to our memory. 

“ Simple flowers although ye be. 

Ye are dearly loved by me, 

Simple children— ye no less 
Touch me with your lowliness, 

Both my native fields adorn, 

Joyous at the breath of mom ; 

Both when comes the dewy night 
Seek repose in slumber’s light ; 

And when shines the morning ray 
Re- awaken like the day— 

He was lowly too— the Power 
Who created child and flower ! 

Poets have not scorned to sing 
Daisies— and a mighty king. 
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Brave and pious, good and wise, 

Choose one for his quaint device ; 

One a queen decreed to be 
Guerdon for sweet poetry. 

Flowers and children — emblems meet 
Of all things innocent and sweet j 
Gifts of tenderness and love. 

Sent to bless us from above, 

Smile, oh ! smile on me, and pour 
Your fragrance round me evermore.” 

Dry pastures during the early spring months, and 
indeed nearly the whole year, are covered with 
“ the little daizee that at evening closes.” It was 
highly thought of by Chaucer, who says, 

“ Of all the flowres in the mede 
Then love I most these flowres white and rede, 
Such that men call daisies in our town, 

To them I have so great affection.” 

This unfading little flower is not planted here 
and there with sparing hand, but scattered freely. 
Dr. Good has a beautiful poem on this plant, which 
it may not be uninteresting to quote. 

“ Not worlds on worlds in phalanx deep 
Need we to prove a God is here, 

The Daisy fresh from winter’s sleep. 

Tells of his hand in lines as clear. 

“ For who but He that arched the skies. 

And pours the day spring’s living flood. 
Wondrous alike in all he tries, 

Could raise the Daisy’s purple bud ? 
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